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My little work I thought to bring, 
And sat down by his bed, 
And pleasantly I tried to sing: 
They hushed me—he is dead. 
They say that he again will rise, 
More beautiful than now ; 
That God will bless him in the skies: 
Oh, mother, tell me how. 
MOTHER. 
Daughter, do you remember, dear, 
The cold dark thing you brought 
And laid upon the casement here? 






Do not start, and cry, "Oh, that horrid worm !" 
Stop and hear what a beautiful and wonderful 
life it has. It is the picture of an India silkworm. 
The eggs of this species of silkworm were sent to 
a professor of natural history in Paris, in 1854. He 
immediately subjected them to a suitable warmth, 
and in about a fortnight the young worms were 
hatched. The worm lives in its caterpillar state 
twenty-six days, during which time the color of 
the skin changes four times. " It then weaves its 
cocoon, or chrysalis, of a pale orange. There it 
hangs on the left side of the picture, sticking to a 
branch of the tree upon which it feeds. Here the 
insect lies, dark, dead, motionless, for fifteen days, 
when lo, the shell bursts, and a large butterfly, 
splendidly dressed in orange and black and fawn, 
rises to the light and beauty of a new, airy, and 
graceful life in the warm summer air. The silk of 
this worm is sfiid.to be remarkably strong, a dress 
lasting two generations of wearers. 
The change of the poor worm into a seeming 
death, for the chrysalis seems like its grave, from 
which it so wonderfully rises into a new and more 
beautiful life, gave rise to a sweet little poem, 
which I am sure all the children who have not seen 
it will thank me for. It is a talk between a moth- 
er and her little girl, and illustrates how the death 
of the good is only a happy change to a more glo- 
rious life. 
CHILD. 
Mother, how still the bahy lies; 
I cannot hear his breath ; 
I cannot see his laughing eyes; 
They tell me this is death. 
I told you that almighty power 
Could break that withcred'shell, 
And show you, in a future hour, 
Something would please you well. 
Look at the chrysalis, my love; 
An empty shell it lies; 
Now raise your wandering thoughts above, 
To where yon insect flies. 
CHILD. 
- Oh yes, mamma, how very gay- 
Its wings of starry gold ; 
And see, it lightly flies away 
Beyond my gentle hold. 
Oh, mother, now I know full well, 
If God that worm can change, 
And draw it from its broken cell, 
On golden wings to range, 
How beautiful will brother be, 
When God shall give him wings, 
Above this dying world to flee, 
And live on heavenly things. 
———  
For The Child's Paper. 
JACK AND HIS MEAL-BAG. 
The mill was doing a great business that day, 
when Jack and David Jameison rode up with their 
bag of corn to be ground. They lived on a small 
farm five miles off the main roads, and were there- 
fore not sorry at the prospect of waiting several 
hours for their grist. It gave them a chance of 
seeing something of the liveliness and hustle of 
"The Corner," as that part of the village was 
called where the tavern, store, and mill stood. 
They ran about here and there, and saw and heard 
a great deal. 
At last a heavy shower coming on, they went 
back to the mill to eat their lunch and see when 
their turn came. The miller's son and the squire's 
son were engaged in a brisk talk, which soon took 
Jack's attention. David went to look after the 
corn. The miller's son was urging upon the 
squire's son the importance of finding what truth 
the Bible enjoined, which the squire's son parried 
by saying it "was no matter what a man believes, 
'provided he's sincere." The rattling, oif-hand tone 
of the young man pleased Jack, and he wished he 
could talk so. "Wouldn't he shut up his grand- 
sir? Yes, that he would." "No matter what a man 
believes, provided he's sincere,'' said Jack to himself, 
bridling up, and bracing his conscience against 
the godly conversation of his relations. "He'd 
fix 'em now," he said, with a sly cant of his head. 
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It was not until late in the afternoon that the 
boys' grist was ready; when the old mare was 
brought out of the shed, the hag hoisted on her 
back, and Jack and David both mounted her—bag, 
boys, and mare homeward bound. " You've got 
a longer ride ahead than I wish you had, boys," 
said the miller, casting his eyes towards a black 
cloud which was rising and darkening the western 
sky. 1' There's plenty of water up there for my 
mill." 
The mare set briskly oft", and was soon lost to 
sight among the windings of the forest road. But 
the gloom gathered faster than the horse trotted, 
and it was quite dark when they reached a fork in 
the road, where it might make a very considerable 
difference which path they took home. One was 
the travelled road. This way there was a 
good bridge over Bounding brook, a moun- 
tain stream, which was often dangerously 
swelled by the spring rains. It was the saf- 
est, though the longest way home. The 
other was a wood path through the Pines, 
often taken in good weather by the farmers 
living on the east side of the town, to short- 
en the distance to the Corner. In this road 
Bounding brook was crossed by fording. 
'' Father told us to be sure and take the 
travelled road, if 'twas late," said David. 
" Going to," said Jack; and the mare stop- 
ped at the fork as if to let the boys be sure 
which to take. In fact, Jack was a little con- 
fused. The windings of the road with nothing 
but woods on each side, and of course no 
distinct landmarks to govern him ; the gloom 
of the night hiding what objects might have 
served to direct him, together with his small 
acquaintance with the road, did puzzle the 
boys, although Jack, being the older of the 
two, with a dash of pride about him, would not 
own it. As the mare stopped he came to a conclu- 
sion, and whipped up. " All right," he cried. 
"Are you sure?" asked David. "This way I 
know," answered Jack. "J don't know," said 
David; "let me jump off and run down to that 
light yonder, and ask; there must be a cabin 
there, and folks." "Oh, we can't stop for all 
that," said Jack. "I honestly believe this is the 
travelled road, David, and that's enough; can't 
you trust me ?" " But your honestly believing it 
do n't make it so," muttered David. " I have n't 
a doubt of it, Dave; you be still," cried Jack an- 
grily. "I think we ought to ask, so as to be 
sure," persisted David. But Jack whipped up, 
and poor David's fears and words went to the 
winds, as gust after gust of the coming shower 
roared through the forest, and Jack urged the 
horse to all the speed which her heavy load would 
allow, on and on through the dark woods. Jack 
was well pleased with the correctness of his hasty 
decision about the way ; and the farther he went, 
the more and more confirmed was he that it was 
the right way. 
Presently the roarings of Bounding brook arose 
above the rattlings of the woods. A switch over 
the mare's haunches, and "we shall be over the 
bridge in a jiffy," cried Jack ; " then, old fellow, 
what'U you say?" David privately muttered, 
"He'd like to feel himself over," when, a few 
more canters, and—Jack, David, meal, and mare 
were floundering in the raging waters of the 
swollen stream, pitch dark, the storm on them, 
and miles from human help. The first few mo- 
ments of horrible surprise it were in vain to paint. 
Jack at last found himself anchored on a log of 
drift-wood, the icy waters breaking over him, and 
the bridle still fast in his hand. "David!" he 
shouted at the top of his voice, " David 1" " The 
Lord have mercy," cried David, " I'm some- 
where." The meal? ah, that Was making a pud- 
ding in some wild eddy of the Bounding brook far 
below. 
"No matter what a fellow believes, provided 
he's sincere," cried poor Jack, thoroughly drench- 
ed and humbled. " It's the biggest lie the devil 
ever got up. It is matter. Being right is the 
main thing. Sincerity don't save a fellow from 
the tremendous consequences of being wrong, that 
it don't. Then what's the use of all a fellow's 
sincerity ? It can't get him out of the scrape; 
he's got to (afe it. Lord help us. Didn't I hon- 
estly believe I was on the bridge of the travelled 
road, when I was like going to perdition in the 
ford of the wood path ? Lord help us 1" And the 
woful disasters of that night completely and for 
ever cured poor Jack of a popular error, which has 
pitched many a poor soul in the wilder surges of 
unbelief and irreligion. 
  
The Bible is like a wide and beautiful landscape 
seen afar off, dim and confused ; but a good tel- 
escope will bring it near, and spread out all its 
trees and rooks and flowers, and verdant fields 
and winding rivers, at one's very feet. That tel- 
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THE LOST SON. 
A rich man had two sons. The youngest did 
not wish to live at homo ; he wanted to go away 
and do as he liked. "Father," said he, "give 
me my share of the money,that will fall to m"/-' 
His father gave him his portion, and he went 
away into a far off country. Here the young man 
lived a wild and wicked life. He was for a long 
while like one lost or dead to his family. 
By and by all his money was spent, and his bad 
associates left him. There was nobody to do a 
kind act to him, and he was so poor that he went 
into the fields to take care of pigs. Often he was 
so hungry that he would gladly have eaten some 
of their food. His fine clothes were turned to 
rags, and very lonely and wretched was he. Then 
he thought of his happy days at home ; and he 
said, " I will arise and go to my father, and will 
say to him, Father, I have sinned against heaven 
and in thy sight, and am no more worthy to bo 
called thy son." Oh, how many tears must have 
trickled down his pale face as he thought of his 
father's house and his own sad state. 
Then he arose and went to his father. We do 
not know how he felt or what he said on the way, 
or how he fared day by day on his sorrowful jour- 
ney ; but we do know that when he came near to 
his father's house, his father saw him, and in spite 
of his poor ragged condition, his father knew him, 
and he ran and fell on his neck, and kissed him. 
The good father forgave his poor penitent boy, 
and he called his servants to take away his tat- 
tered dress, and to bring the best robe for him to 
put on, and he put a ring on his finger and shoes 
on his feet, and made a great supper for him ; for 
he said, "This my son was dead, and is alive 
again ; he was lost, and is found." 
What does this story teach ? That it is a sad 
thing for us to have our own way; and when we 
go from our Father in heaven, we run into sorrow 
and ruin. All sin leads us from God, and brings 
us into shame and trouble. But how ready is God 
to forgive us. He will, for Christ's sake, hear 
our penitent confessions, take off the ragged gar- 
ments of sin, put on us the new and beautiful 
robes of righteousness, and receive us as a child. 
How glad is a father who has found a lost child. 
So is there joy in heaven among the angels when 
a poor lost sinner repents and turns to God. 
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TWO RULES FOR A LAMB. 
Good news, good news ! What? That so many 
children have come into the kingdom of God—that 
so many lambs have of late been born into the fold 
of the good Shepherd. Oh, may they never stray 
away from his tender care ; may no one ever tempt 
them to leave his safe and happy fold. Satan, like 
a roaring lion, is lurking round the fold, ready to 
snatch you away. 
•' But wont he get me ?" asks some perplexed lit- 
tle lamb. "How shall I be sure he wont?" I 
will tell you. I will give you two rules, which, if 
you mind, he will never get a chance to seize you. 
The first is, always be within reach of the Shep- 
herd's voice. "My sheep hear my voice," he 
says. So do the lambs, if they do not stra^ 
oft'. The children hear his words from the 
preacher; they hear them in the Sabbath- 
school ; they hear his voice from the Bible ; 
and sometimes he speaks in the " still small 
voice '' of his Spirit into their very heart of 
hearts. 
But some children hear, and yet do n't 
hear. They do not give attention. Their 
minds are straying; so that it seems as if 
something more was necessary besides hear- 
ing. Yes, there is. Here is the second rule : 
"My sheep hear my voice, and follow me," 
says the good Shepherd. Oh yes, that is it; 
they follow him. They not only hear, but 
follow. In order to follow, they must first 
hear where to go. But many hear and do 
not follow. Every thing depends upon fol- 
lowing him. It is keeping close to the good 
Shepherd that insures your safety. Never 
hide from his eye; never go where he can- 
not look upon you. 
Are you then following him ? Jesus was "meek 
and lowly of heart." Are you? Jesus was ten- 
der and forgiving. Are you ? Jesus loved to go 
away by himself and pray. Do you? Jesus said 
it was his meat and his drink to do the will of his 
Father in heaven. Have you that sweet spirit of 
obedience to your heavenly Father ? Jesus went 
about doing good. Do you? You need such a 
good Shepherd as the Lord Jesus to lead you 
always. Your parents cannot. You go away from 
them, or they may die. You cannot depend upon 
their care. Your minister cannot. He can bring 
you to the Shepherd, and there he must leave you; 
for he well knows that he is only an under-shep- 
herd, and has no '' green pastures '' of his own for 
you to feed and lie down in. Your teachers can- 
not. They may tenderly love, but Oh, they have 
no power to save you. You see how much you 
need an almighty friend. And just such an one 
you have in the good Shepherd. "My sheep hear 
my voice," he says —yes, and the lambs likewise— 
"and I know them, and they follow me; and I 
give them eternal life; and they shall not perish, 
neither shall any man pluck them out of my hand." 
Oh, is not that a precious fold to be in? 
"Jesus, I will follow thee; 
I thy little lamb will be." 
Let this be the sweet spirit of your life, when you lie 
down and when you rise up, and all the day long. 
LITTLE MARY AND THE CHILD'S PAPER. 
Little Mary cannot read, but she takes The 
Child's Paper, and loves it very much, and will 
clap her hands in great glee when she sees it peep- 
ing from her father's pjocket as he comes home 
from Sabbath-school. I wonder how many little 
folks there are, too young to read, who yet enjoy 
the dear little paper as much as their older broth- 
ers and sisters. 
'' Oh what beautiful pictures 1" they cry. '' Show 
me this." "Read this story." " Do tell me all 
about it." And so they learn the pictures and 
the " reading " too. 
Mary jumps upon her father's knee, nestles 
under his arm, picks the paper from his coat, 
laughs aloud with delight, and exclaims, "Now, 
what a good time." 
She is not to be satisfied until the pictures are 
explained again and again, and the stories all 
"told." c. c. p. 









This is Mount 
Vernon, Wash- 
^ ington's home al- 
most fromhis boy- 
hood to his death, 
a spot sacred to 
every true-heart- 
7 ed American. It 
was owned by his 
older and half 
brotherLawrence 
Washington, who 
named it Mount 
Vernon in honor 
of Admiral Vernon, an English officer under whom 
he once served. At his death he left the estate to 
George, to whom it was endeared by the memory of 
many happy days passed there in the society of this 
beloved brother. Here he died, and here is his 
tomb, as seen in the lower part of the picture. 
The house is beautifully situated on a swell of 
land, commanding a splendid view up and down of 
the Potomac. It is in Fairfax county, on the east- 
ern edge of Virginia. "No estate in the United 
States," wrote Washington to one of his friends, 
'' is more pleasant. In a high and healthy coun- 
try, in a latitude between the extremes of heat 
and cold, on a river well stocked with fish at all 
seasons of the year." 
The farm was very large, divided into immense 
fields for the cultivation of wheat, corn, and to- 
bacco. His workmen and outhouses formed a 
miniature village ; for there were houses and work- 
shops for tailors, shoemakers, carpenters, smiths, 
and wheelwrights; stables for his horses, whose 
names, ages, and qualities were booked : here we 
find Ajax, Blueskin, Valiant, Magnolia; and ken- 
nels for the dogs Vulcan, Singer, Ringwood, Sweet- 
lips, Music, True-love. 
Washington managed his estate with the same 
thorough business habits for which he was so re- 
markable in public life. He kept his own ac- 
counts, and posted his own books. Nothing was 
neglected, nothing put off or done slovenly; every 
thing which was considered worth doing, was done 
in the best possible way. The products of his 
farm became so noted for the faithfulness as to 
quality and to quantity with which they were put 
up, that it is said any barrel of flour which bore 
the brand of,, George Washington, Mount Vernon, 
was not subject to. the usual custom-house vigi- 
lance in the West India ports. 
But if the unflinching integrity of the master of 
Mount Vernon is worthy of being copied, no less 
so were his daily habits. He was an early riser, 
often long before daybreak in winter, when he 
would light his own fire and read till breakfast- 
time. Two small cups of tea and two or three 
hoe-cakes formed his usual breakfast. Then he 
mounted his horse, and visited those parts of the 
farm where work was going on, seeing to every 
thing with his own eyes, and often aiding with his 
own hand. Dinner was served at two. He took 
tea early in the evening, and retired to his cham- 
ber about nine. Nor can we doubt that his frugal 
and regular habits contributed to that clear dis- 
cernment of men and manners, that calm conscious- 
ness of strength, which so won- 
derfully fitted him for the try- 
ing struggles of the Revolution. 
Though called to the most re- 
sponsible offices in camp and 
city, Mount Vernon was always 
his harbor of rest, where he 
loved to furl his sails and en- 
joy the sweet peace of country 
life. 
It is fifteen miles from Wash- 
ington and eight from Alexan- 
dria. About three years ago 
the ladies of Virginia patrioti- 
cally resolved to buy this inter- 
esting spot, and present it to 
their state. A noble gift. Hon. 
Edward Everett, delighted with 
the plan, offered his services 
to further the undertaking, but 
with this condition, that Mount 
Vernon might be made a gift to the nation. For 
this purpose he wrote his famous oration upon 
Washington, which has charmed the largest audi- 
ences in all the chief cities of the land. This he 
has already delivered more than eighty times, and 
a large fund has been growing from it. Virginia 
may justly be proud of such a son; but the repub- 
lic may well thank God for such a model of a man 
as George Washington. 
Inserted by request of a Yice-president of the Tract Society. 
A CHILD'S TRUTHFULNESS. 
I witnessed a short time ago, in one of our high- 
er courts, a beautiful illustration of the simplicity 
and power of truth. A little girl nine years of 
age was offered as a witness against a prisoner 
who was on trial for a felony committed in her 
father's house. " Now, Emily," said the counsel 
for the prisoner, " I desire to know if you under- 
stand the nature of an oath." "I don't know 
what you mean," was the simple answer. " There, 
your honor," said the counsel, addressing the 
court, "is any thing further necessary to demon- 
strate the validity of my objection ? This witness 
should be rejected. She does not comprehend the 
nature of an oath." 
"Let us see," said the judge. "Come here, 
my daughter." Assured by the kind tone and 
manner of the judge, the child stepped towards 
him, and looked confidingly up in his face, with a 
calm, clear eye, and in a manner so artless and 
frank, that went straight to the heart. "Did you 
ever take an oath?" inquired the judge. The lit- 
tle girl stepped back with a look of horror, and 
the red blood mantled in a blush all over her face 
andneckas sheanswered, "No, sir." She thought 
he intended to inquire if she had ever blasphemed. 
"I do not mean that," said the judge, who 
saw her mistake. "I mean, were you ever a wit- 
ness before?" "No, sir; I never was in court 
before," was the answer. He handed her the 
Bible open. " Do you know that book, my daugh- 
ter?" She looked at it, and answered, "Yes, 
sir; it is the Bible." " Do you ever read it?" he 
asked. "Yes, sir, every evening." "Can you 
tell me what the Bible is?" inquired the judge. 
" It is the word of the great God," she answered. 
" Well, place your hand upon this Bible, and lis- 
ten to what I say;" and he repeated slowly and 
solemnly the oath usually administered to witness- 
es. "Now," said the judge, "you have sworn 
as a witness; will you tell me what will befall 
you if you do not tell the truth?" " I shall be 
shut up in the state's prison," answered the child. 
"Any thing else?" asked the judge. "I shall 
never go to heaven," she replied. 
'' How do you know this ?" asked the judge 
again. The child took the Bible, and turning rap- 
idly to the chapter containing the commandments, 
pointed to the injunction, "Thou shalt not bear 
false witness against thy neighbor." "I learned 
that before I could read." "Has any one talked 
with you about your being a witness in court here 
against this man?" inquired the judge. "Yes, 
sir," she replied; "my mother heard they want- 
ed me to be a witness, and last night she called 
me to her room, and asked me to tell her the ten 
commandments; and then we kneeled down to- 
gether, and she prayed that I might understand 
how wicked it was to bear false witness against 
my neighbor, and that God would help me, a little 
child, to tell the truth as it was before him. And 
when I came up here with father, she kissed me, 
and told me to remember the ninth commandment, 
and that God would hear every word that I said." 
" Do you believe this ?" asked the judge, while a 
tear glistened in his eye, and his lip quivered with 
emotion. " Yes, sir," said the child, with a voice 
and manner that showed her conviction of its 
truth was perfect. "God bless you, my child," 
said the judge ; " you have a good mother. This 
witness is competent," he continued. " Were I 
on trial for my life, and innocent of the charge 
against me, I would pray God for such witnesses 
as this. Let her be examined." 
She told her story with the simplicity of a 
child, as she was; but there was a directness 
about it which carried conviction of its truth to 
every heart. She was rigidly cross-examined. 
The counsel plied her with infinite and ingenious 
questioning, but she varied from her first state- 
ment in nothing. The truth as spoken by that 
little child was sublime. Falsehood and perjury 
had preceded her testimony. The prisoner had 
entrenched himself in lies until he deemed himself 
impregnable. Witnesses had falsified facts in his 
favor, and villany had manufactured for him a 
sham defence. But before her testimony false- 
hood was scattered like chaff. The little child, for 
whom a mother had prayed for strength to be 
given her to speak the truth as it was before God, 
broke the cunning devices of matured villany to 
pieces like a potter's vessel. The strength that 
her mother prayed for was given her, and the sub- 
lime and terrible simplicity—terrible, I mean, to 
the prisoner and his associates—with which she 
spoke, was like a revelation from God himself. 
S H Hammond. 
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A PRAYING GENERAL. 
: No time f°.- the business of religion "—I am 
afraid many people excuse themselves from God's 
service on this plea. The apprentice does; the 
school-boy in the hurry of term-time does; the 
man at his workshop ; the mother with her large 
family around her. 
General Havelock, that distinguished general 
in India, whose wisdom and bravery have done so 
much to put a stop to the cruel and bloody muti- 
ny of the Sepoys, never made this excuse to get 
rid of the service of his heavenly Father. He had 
time, among all the hurry and worry of camp life, 
to make the business of religion his first business. 
He found time. Ho did not believe God ever put 
men in posts where they could not serve him. He 
was a man of prayer, and he found time to pray— 
not only to pray by himself, but with his men. 
Among his camp baggage was a praying tent, the 
biggest one he had, and this he used to pitch at 
the stations, and hold prayer-meetings in it, and 
read the precious word of God to his soldiers. 
He well knew if there was a class of men in the 
world that needed the comforts and the help of the 
Lord Jesus Christ, it was soldiers. And many a 
poor soldier found how superior was a heavenly 
service over any thing the queen of England could 
offer. In the hurried and awful marches which 
General Havelock and his regiments were forced 
to make in the present war, he arose two hours 
before his men, in order to have time to pray. 
If they were to begin their march at six o'clock 
in the morning, he was up at four. If the camp 
were to break up at four, he was up at two. He 
believed there was time for the business of relig- 
ion. And the papers tell us there were no sol- 
diers so prompt and faithful in duty, so reliable in 
those dreadful times, as General Havelock and his 
praying regiments. 
" More springs up in the garden than gardener 
ever sowed." Thistles and weeds, which we must 
seek out and destroy. Sweet flowers also from 
seeds we did not sow. We reap what we sow, 
but God gives us shade and blossom and fruit that 
spring from no planting of ours. 
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Vernon, Wash- 
ington's home al- 
mostfromhis boy- 
hood to his death, 
a spot sacred to 
every true-heart- 
ed American. It 
was owned by his 
older and half 
brotherLawrence 
Washington .who 
named it Mount 
Yernon in honor 
of Admiral Vernon, an English officer under whom 
he once served. At his death he left the estate to 
George, to whom it was endeared by the memory of 
many happy days passed there in the society of this 
beloved brother. Here he died, and here is his 
tomb, as seen in the lower part of the picture. 
The house is beautifully situated on a swell of 
land, commanding a splendid view up and down of 
the Potomac. It is in Fairfax county, on the east- 
ern edge of Virginia. "No estate in the United 
States," wrote Washington to one of his friends, 
'' is more pleasant. In a high and healthy coun- 
try, in a latitude between the extremes of heat 
and cold, on a river well stocked with fish at all 
seasons of the year." 
The farm was very large, divided into immense 
fields for the cultivation of wheat, corn, and to- 
bacco. His workmen and outhouses formed a 
miniature village; for there were houses and work- 
shops for tailors, shoemakers, carpenters, smiths, 
and wheelwrights: stables for his horses, whose 
names, ages, and qualities were booked : here we 
find Ajax, Blueskin, Valiant, Magnolia; and ken- 
nels for the dogs Vulcan, Singer, Eingwood, Sweet- 
lips, Music, True-love. 
Washington managed his estate with the same 
thorough business habits for which he was so re- 
markable in public life. He kept his own ac- 
counts, and posted his own books. Nothing was 
neglected, nothing put off or done slovenly; every 
thing which was considered worth doing, was done 
in the best possible way. The products of his 
farm became so noted for the faithfulness as to 
quality and to quantity with which they were put 
up, that it is said any barrel of flour which bore 
the brand of. George Washington, Mount Vernon, 
was not subject to the usual custom-house vigi- 
lance in the West India ports. 
But if the unflinching integrity of the master of 
Mount Vernon is worthy of being copied, no less 
so were his daily habits. He was an early riser, 
often long before daybreak in winter, when he 
would light his own fire and read till breakfast- 
time. Two small cups of tea and two or three 
hoe-cakes formed his usual breakfast. Then he 
mounted his horse, and visited those parts of the 
farm where work was going on, seeing to every 
thing with his own eyes, and often aiding with his 
own hand. Dinner was served at two. He took 
tea early in the evening, and retired to his cham- 
ber about nine. Nor can we doubt that his frugal 
and regular habits contributed to that clear dis- 
cernment of men and manners, that calm conscious- 
ness of strength, which so won- 
derfully fitted him for the try- 
ing struggles of the Revolution. 
Though called to the most re- 
sponsible offices in camp and 
city, MountVernon was always 
his harbor of rest, where he 
loved to furl his sails and en- 
joy the sweet peace of country 
life. 
It is fifteen miles from Wash- 
ington and eight from Alexan- 
dria. About three years ago 
the ladies of Virginia patrioti- 
\ cally resolved to buy this inter- 
esting spot, and present it to 
their state. A noble gift. Hon. 
p Edward Everett, delighted with 
the plan, offered his services 
to further the undertaking, but 
with this condition, that Mount 
Vernon might be made a gift to the nation. For 
this purpose he wrote his famous oration upon 
Washington, which has charmed the largest audi- 
ences in all the chief cities of the land. This he 
has already delivered more than eighty times, and 
a large fund has been growing from it. Virginia 
may justly be proud of such a son ; but the repub- 
lic may well thank God for such a model of a man 
as George Washington. 
Inserted by request of a Yice-president of the Tract Society. 
A CHILD'S TRUTHFULNESS. 
I witnessed a short time ago, in one of our high- 
er courts, a beautiful illustration of the simplicity 
and power of truth. A little girl nine years of 
age was offered as a witness against a prisoner 
who was on trial for a felony committed in her 
father's house. " Now, Emily," said the counsel 
for the prisoner, " I desire to know if you under- 
stand the nature of an oath." "I don't know 
what you mean," was the simple answer. '' There, 
your honor," said the counsel, addressing the 
court, "is any thing further necessary to demon- 
strate the validity of my objection ? This witness 
should be rejected. She does not comprehend the 
nature of an oath." 
"Let us see," said the judge. "Come here, 
my daughter." Assured by the kind tone and 
manner of the judge, the child stepped towards 
him, and looked confidingly up in his face, with a 
calm, clear eye, and in a manner so artless and 
frank, that went straight to the heart. "Did you 
ever take an oath?" inquired the judge. The lit- 
tle girl stepped back with a look of horror, and 
the red blood mantled in a blush all over her face 
and neck as she answered, " No, sir." She thought 
he intended to inquire if she had ever blasphemed. 
- "I do not mean that," said the judge, who 
saw her mistake. "I mean, were you ever a wit- 
ness before?" "No, sir; I never was in court 
before," was the answer. He handed her the 
Bible open. " Do you know that book, my daugh- 
ter?" She looked at it, and answered, "Yes, 
sir; it is the Bible." " Do you ever read it?" he 
asked. "Yes, sir, every evening." "Can you 
tell me what the Bible is?" inquired the judge. 
" It is the word of the great God," she answered. 
" "Well, place your hand upon this Bible, and lis- 
ten to what I say;" and he repeated slowly and 
solemnly the oath usually administered to witness- 
es. "Now," said the judge, "you have sworn 
as a witness; will you tell me what will befall 
you if you do not tell the truth?" " I shall be 
shut up in the state's prison," answered the child. 
"Any thing else?" asked the judge. "I shall 
never go to heaven," she replied. 
"How do you know this?" asked the judge 
again. The child took the Bible, and turning rap- 
idly to the chapter containing the commandments, 
pointed to the injunction, "Thou shalt not bear 
false witness against thy neighbor." "I learned 
that before I could read." "Has any one talked 
with you about your being a witness in court here 
against this man?" inquired the judge. "Yes, 
sir," she replied; " my mother heard they want- 
ed me to be a witness, and last night she called 
me to her room, and asked me to tell her the ten 
commandments; and then we kneeled down to- 
gether, and she prayed that I might understand 
how wicked it was to bear false witness against 
my neighbor, and that God would help me, a little 
child, to tell the truth as it was before him. And 
when I came up here with father, she kissed me, 
and told me to remember the ninth commandment, 
and that God would hear every word that I said." 
" Do you believe this ?" asked the judge, while a 
tear glistened in his eye, and his lip quivered with 
emotion. " Yes, sir," said the child, with a voice 
and manner that showed her conviction of its 
truth was perfect. "God bless you, my child," 
said the judge ; " you have a good mother. This 
witness is competent," he continued. " Were I 
on trial for my life, and innocent of the charge 
against me, I would pray God for such witnesses 
as this. Let her be examined." 
She told her story with the simplicity of a 
child, as she was; but there was a directness 
about it which carried conviction of its truth to 
every heart. She was rigidly cross-examined. 
The counsel plied her with infinite and ingenious 
questioning, but she varied from her first state- 
ment in nothing. The truth as spoken by that 
little child was sublime. Falsehood and perjury 
had preceded her testimony. The prisoner had 
entrenched himself in lies until he deemed himself 
impregnable. Witnesses had falsified facts in his 
favor, and villany had manufactured for him a 
sham defence. But before her testimony false- 
hood was scattered like chaff. The little child, for 
whom a mother had prayed for strength to be 
given her to speak the truth as it was before God, 
broke the cunning devices of matured villany to 
pieces like a potter's vessel. The strength that 
her mother prayed for was given her, and the sub- 
lime and terrible simplicity—terrible, I mean, to 
the prisoner and his associates—with which she 
spoke, was like a revelation from God himself. 
S H Hammond. 
For The Child's Paper 
A PRAYING GENERAL. 
" No time U- the business of Religion"—I am 
afraid many people excuse themselves from God's 
service on this plea. The apprentice does; the 
school-boy in the hurry of term-time does; the 
man at his workshop ; the mother with her large 
family around her. 
General Havelock, that distinguished general 
in India, whose wisdom and bravery have done so 
much to put a stop to the cruel and bloody muti- 
ny of the Sepoys, never made this excuse to get 
rid of the service of his heavenly Father. He had 
time, among all the hurry and worry of camp life, 
to make the business of religion his first business. 
He found time. He did not believe God ever put 
men in posts where they could not serve him. He 
was a man of prayer, and he found time to pray— 
not only to pray by himself, but with his men. 
Among his camp baggage was a praying tent, the 
biggest one he had, and this he used to pitch at 
the stations, and hold prayer-meetings in it, and 
read the precious word of God to his soldiers. 
He well knew if there was a class of men in the 
world that needed the comforts and the help of the 
Lord Jesus Christ, it was soldiers. And many a 
poor soldier found how superior was a heavenly 
service over any thing the queen of England could 
offer. In the hurried and awful marches which 
General Havelock and his regiments wore forced 
to make in the present war, he arose two hours 
before his men, in order to have time to pray. 
If they were to begin their march at six o'clock 
in the morning, he was up at four. If the camp 
were to break up at four, he was up at two. He 
believed there was time for the business of relig- 
ion. And the papers tell us there were no sol- 
diers so prompt and faithful in duty, so reliable in 
those dreadful times, as General Havelock and his 
praying regiments. 
" More springs up in the garden than gardener 
ever sowed." Thistles and weeds, which we must 
seek out and destroy. Sweet flowers also from 
seeds we did not sow. We reap what we sow, 
but God gives us shade and blossom and fruit that 
spring from no planting of ours. 
